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TO THE | So e, 
R E A ̃ 
6 a O' the author of the following Poem is ſenſible 


ſent Times, he ought rather to apologize for a too ſparing, 


that, if he complied with the Spirit of the pre- 


than a too liberal uſe of Severities; yet as he is more de- 
ſirous of maintaining the character of a good natured 
Man, than that of an able Satiriſt, he cannot refrain from 
acquainting the Reader with his private Reaſons, for 
having transgreſſed the line which he has chalked out for 
himſelf to purſue. In ſhort, whatever of Perſonality is to 


be found in the ſubſequent piece, was extorted from him 
by the injurious treatment, which, without having given 
1 3 them 


— TP — —¼— —¾ 
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n ADVERTISEMENT. 


them any provocation, he has met with, from the ſeveral 
perſons hereafter mentioned. Mr. Green, who is the au- 
thor of a Trar/lation of Juvenal, the Chaplain, Priendſhip, 
and other paltry pieces, which he calls Poxus, has more 
than once made a very unwarrantable Uſe of his N ame; 
and he is deſired to apply to himſelf the OO pallage 


| e | ” "2 


Tum ſi quis eſt, qui dictum in ſe inclementiùs 


Exiſtimavit eſſe, fic exiſtimet, = 


4 


Reſponſum, non dictum eſſe, quia /zfit prior. 4 


As to the Monthly Reviewers (for I have no Quarrel 

with the Critical, and deſire that nothing, which is here 
faid, may be applied to Them) they are ſo notoriouſly 

partial, ignorant, unjuſt, and ſcurrilous, that I am per- 

ſuaded the public will not require of me any reaſons, for 

having given them a little wholeſome chaſtiſement. 1 

may poſſibly have ſubjected myſelf to ſome cenſure, for 

having condeſcended to take any Notice of ſuch poor 
inſignificant FP 


- WIS NES, HEY RA 0nd PE OR AP . 


ADVERTISEMENT. wi: 
inſignificant creatures: and indeed 1 can make no other 
excuſe for it, than that, I wanted better employment, 
and did not chuſe to be altogether idle. They afforded 
me I own ſome little amuſement, as playing with the 
children did Æſop; and _ not ſay with him, by way 
of N for ſuch trifling 


Ludus Animo debet aliquando dari, 


Ad cogitandum melior ut redeat tibi? 
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PERILS ox POETRY: 


a N 


EPISTLE TOA FRIEND.- 
ESI You are bleſt in every nobler part; 
* Endow'd by Nature, and refin'd by Art: 
From each fair flow'r, that grows on claſlic ground,” K-45 
Each fickly ſhrub, in modern gardens found, | R 
You draw with chymic {kill-melifluous des, 


And thro' your happy page the Tweets diffule. 


Each juſt idea to perfection wrought, 
In various ſtile you cloathe the various thought: 
Naw the full periods, ſpirited and ftrong, & 
Drive like a rattling thunder-ſtorm along; | 
B And 
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And now ſo ſoftly, muſically fall, 

Th' aſſiſting Graces ſeem to form them all. 
IIluſtrious Wit !--- But, Uh untimely vain | 
Ah! fond to truſt theſe children of your brain 4 
To the wide world; „ere Tin Gakdul 1.90 4 
Slander and Spite deflow'r the Virgin page ; 

Where from the Critic's ſtony heart, th' abode 
Of ranc'rous Envy, that malicious toad, 
Spits her foul froth, and venem alb abroad, | 


Wund firſt vou launch your little bark, and nde 


Down the ſmooth ſurface of the marble tide, * 


Mild breathes the air, and ſoft Eteſian gales 
In gentleſt murmurs court your buxom:- fails; 5 
Sportive around, the azure Halcyons play, 
And Dolphins gambol thro' the wat'ry way. 

But ſoon, too ſoon the flattering ſeenes are o'er, 

And monſtrous billows heave; and tempeſts roar; 
The black clouds burſt, the forked lightnings glare, 
And angry thunders ſhake th' affrighted aire 22h %110 


4 
* 
— 
— 


Now up to heav'n on mountainous waves you riſe, 


Give me, ye Gods, to reach the tranquil ſhore, - 


127 


While in confuſion mixt are ſeas and ſkies; 


Now down to hell with tenfold force deſcend, 


And melt wich fear, and reel at your wit's end: 
You curſe the day, when eredulous, and vain, 
You brav d the dangers of the faitlileſ main, 
And weary. heav'n with vows, * Oh, once, once more 
«© From this wild ſea of glory far to reſt, 

« With private eaſe; and private virtue bleſt !” 

War tho! the pencil pure Good Nature guide 
Of each fair character the faireſt fide ave 1 
To give, and when a blemifh'd piece you ve” | 
Like great* * Apelles, you conceal the flaw ?' 

What tho' with Masox, Simpering, Soft, and Sweet 
In ave Gn PO a your meet; 
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* Alluding to a Picture of Antigonus, wh happened to RE Eye; 


for which Reaſon the Artiſt drew him! in Profile, to conceal the blemiſh.; / 
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12 THE PERILS OF POETRY. 

There on a Silken Sofa, Strew'd with flow'rs, - 

In harmleſs prattle Wear away the hours; 

While your Fond Fingers weave, you ſcarce know how, 
A beauteous wreath for D. Arcy's beauteous Brow? 
Heav'ns, with what rancour all the critic train 


Will join, to damn your inoffenſive ſtrain, 


«Tis flimſy ſtuff, unfinew'd, nerveleſs, flat, 
LY Trifling, 3j jejune, inſipid, and all that PP: Ii iO 2: 


Orkxxs there are (Oblivion ſeize their name, 
Profligate Scriblers dead to truth and ſhame!) 
Who ſhould your muſe, in ſome good natur'd hour, 
But well preſage of any imp of power, | 
Will ſwear that like the rook, and chattering pye, 
She warbled for the bait that glar d on high ; © 
Want, witty want th inſpiring cauſe is found, 
As bagpipes owe to emptineſs their found. 


Periſh the thought !--- Shall I, who, thank my fate, 
F ear no. rude Bailiff thund' ring at my gate, | 


Who bleſt with independence, bleſt with eaſe, 
Can think, and ſpeak, and act Juſt what I pleaſe; 


: > SE 
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Land of myſelf, {hall I be Lucre's ſlave, ' beds 

And fell my Souly like F ANNY' to a nad | 

Shall I profane the Muſe's facred ſtore, 

And burn ſoft Incenſe at the ſhrine of pow'r? 
Better be Cznis, that amphibious e 

All trip and fidget, Butterfly and ſhew ;' 

A thing by Nature made i in ſport, mo 4 

For a burleſque, and ſatire on mankind, 

Hermaphrodite i in perſon and i in mind : 

Not quite a fool, but curd wath caſtrate Ge): 

A kind of ſtimulating impotence, N 


That makes him ſmart and rude, and pert and ey, 5 
Prattling and chatt ring like a noiſy Jay: er 
Proud of a perſon, auk ward, coarſe, and Fin, | j 


Tho' a mere Cit of birth mne W ee e 
In caſt· off airs of quality array d, e ee 


That an him----lize my i 8 gown. her an 
1 0 ; * 3. | l ? 


© 


A 61850 you know not © {Heav's n propixious grant 


You full remain r and ignorant) As 
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1 What dire misfortunes every Bard has ſeen, ' > T 

| From Tommy Sternhold---down to Neddy Green; Fi 

Plague follows plague to rack the poet's life, Fj 

Printers and Dev'ls, beau Griffiths and his wife. 1 
* The worſhipful Proprietor, of the Mont iy Review, which is made a 9 ; 


common Vehicle for Abuſe, Scurrility, and Falſehood. As the Reader = 


may be curious to know in what Manner this wretched ſtuff i 15 put together, | b | 
the following authentic account may not be unacceptable. | In his Wife's "Mi 
life time (who died lately) it was in a great meaſure compiled by her: far | 0 41 
; as to its being the Work of 4 Society of Gentlemen, * tis a rank falſhood. B 
| When the Proprietor wants a book to be review'd, he hires any Perſon 1 
that falls in his way, and gives him a copy. If he is a friend of the Ay- 3 
7 thor” s, Or as it frequently falls out the Author himſelf, you may be ſure the 
| yeport-.is. favourable : if, on the other hand, he happens to have any pri- 
| vate pique or prejudice againſt the Author, he has thus an opportunity of 
gratifying his revenge, by damning him, and his work without mercy. If 
i | we add to this, - that it is often made to ſerve a Bookſellers Jobb, we may = 
| eaſily account for that Partiality and Injuſtice which are ſo notorious in this : a 
Compilation. As to the Contradictions and Abſurdities with which it E: 7 
abounds, they are in ſome meaſure pardonable, as they are not to be avoided; | | Y 
| for the whole pamphlet is the child of Chance; it is a poor ricketty.crea- 9 
| ture, that has a variety of fathers, amongſt whom there is not the leaſt in- n 
| tercourſe, or mutuation of opinion. It always puts me in mind of a jack- T8 
pudding's coat, as it is made up of patches, that are fetched out of the Hell | L 
of half the literary Taylors in this great Metropolis. N. B. After What is 1 
| faid in this Note, it is unneceſſary to tell the reader that the deſcription | 
| which follows is mercly fictitious, * Seriblerus. 
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Four deſp'rate wights fit round a taper ſmall, 


That fuch a wretch may call himſelf ay * 


Poor harmleſs Ned who all the livelong dax 


- Sweet ſpouſe, ſweet lay! and then good lack at ache 
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| In a vile Cockloft, where on every fide * ' | 
T fea! plaiſter d boards full many a chink is ſpied, © 
Where rude winds, whiſtling thro' the ter d roof, 
Diſturb the Spider's melancholy Woof, 


All Wits and Critics, Men of Genius all. 
One a Divine - but at no College n, of 
Who wants but two ſmall Gifts a heart and head ; 


Flippant of tongue, conceited, ' prone to blame, 
Tho' kick d, and cuff'd, and ee ſtill the ny 
A lying, ſwearing, envious, paltry elf, | 


Who loves illnature, purely for herſelf; 


A vain- - but s death it makes me „ ee | 


So vile an animal, a thing ſo mean, 
Almoſt below the laſh of Neddy Grefcemn. 


— 


Sings to bis gentle ſpouſe his gentle laygh 1n-i2: 


When ſhe expects Poor creature he muſt write! | 
1 Neddy | 
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16 THE PERILSOF POETRY. 
Neddy for ſhame!] lay dewn thy pen and ink, 

'Tis not for Thee, believe me man, to think; 

It waſtes the ſpirits, wears the vital clue, 

And ad from Rs ba is n due! 


Tux next, my a of this elf prangl cha, 

Is what? an Atheiſt, or an Azian; - 

'Tis his with Ridicule ee d Fe ebony oN 
To ſtab reveal'd Religion to the heart; 

Call Virtue Prieſteraft, ſtigmatize the Prieſt, ' 
And turn God's Truth and Goſpel into jeſt. 

Take heed, ye Sermon-wights, avoid his reach, 
Forbear to publiſh, be content to preach :; 
Tho' now from Reaſon, now from Faith ye twine 
The Cords of love to bind the Libertine, 
And draw the Atheiſt o'er --- the taſk is vain, 
This Aſs of hell will gnaw the bands in twain, 
With patient dullneſs will untwift the threads, 
And tear your text, and doctrine all to ſhreds. 


Two 


ed. ods. ae adit. * 


* 
Two more there are, birds of the ſelf-ſame feather, 

Who club their Peny-worths of wit together; 

Poor ſmallware Critics, void of truth and ſenſe, 

Whoſe Wall of braſs is brazen Impudence; 

Who damn all genius and deſert, as ſtale 

And fuſty Maids at Vouth and Beauty rail, 

Catch every pointed lye their fame to wound, 

And bring their honour bleeding to the ground. 
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Goop friend beware---avoid this rabble rout, 
Theſe ſcavengers, that fling their filth about 
Better, far better near Campeachy's bay, 

Thro' Groves of waving Pines to plod your way 5 
Where on the boughs malicious Monkeys lit, 
Exact Reviewers both in ſhape and wit 

Who grin and chatter, and with dirt and dung, 
Pelt the poor Travellers that ſcud along: 

If ſome indignant wight, more wroth than wiſe, 
Stop for revenge, they p- ſs into his eyes; 

Then ſkulk behind the boughs, and there unſeen 
With jabbring laughter glut their brutal ſpleen. 
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18 THE PERILS OF POETRY, 

In ancient times, when thro' the plantan ſhade 
Of ſtudious Academe the Muſes ſtray'd ; 
And all their Pilgrim- ſons delighted rov'd 
Thro' walks by Socrates and Plato lov'd ; 
When the great Stagyrite, to Nature true, 
From Her pure Source immortal precepts drew; 
Great was the Critics worth, and great his fame: 
Thro' learning's ſpacious walks his only aim 
With foſt'ring hand the feebler plants to raiſe, 
And feed them with the balmy dews of praiſe ; 
Cruſh the rank weeds, prune each luxuriant bough, 
And give the bolder ſhoots to bud and blow. 
Such once were Critics---now behold the change 
Lawleſs and wild like Mountain-boars they range, 
Break every fence, burſt thro' the bounds of taſte, 
And lay thy groves, O facred Science, waſte 
With ranc'rous tooth the ripening fruit devour, 
Nip the young bud, and blaft the opening flow'r : 
Before them Eden {miles ; behind defil'd 
And ſqualid frowns a deſolated wild! 
O curſt, blind rage! too ſure the day's at hand, 
When thick groſs Ignorance ſhall veil the land. 

” See 
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See where on raven wings the fiend aſcends, 

While monkiſh Barbariſm her nod attends, 

And Errour waits! See how they ſail along, 

Pleas'd with the dull rough chimes of runic ſong, 

Wrapt in a pitchy cloud they quench the light, 
And turn meridian ſplendor into night! 4 

The Sun of learning fails; no quick ning beams 

Dart thro' the palpable Obſcure; no gleams 

Of moral beauty, moral truth are ſeen 

But fogs, and clouds, and horror veil the ſcene. 

"Twas thus in Egypt Moſes wav'd his wand, 
(When rav'ning Locuſts had deſpoil'd the land 

Of herb, fruit, flow'r) and lo black vapours came, 

And Miſts Cimmerian quench'd the noon-day flame; 

In chains of darkneſs every Senſe was bound, 

And ghaſtly Terror brooded all around. 


3 
* —— 3 
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Cxask then, my friend, ah ceaſe your ſtudious toil,, 
Nor wear away in thought the midnight oil: 
How poor the meed the patient Poet gains 
Eor weary watches, and relentleſs pains ! 
The Muſe perhaps, when all in filent ſleep, 
Is huſh'd ſave Poeſy and Love, may ſteep: 
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| 20 THE PERILS OF POETRY. 

i His ſoul in rapture, and before his eyes 

| Spread her * bright train of viſionary. joys: | 

l, Inſtant he ſees, midſt cold December's ſnow, f 
[3 The rathe Pink bloſſom, and the Violet glow; | 
| With oaten reeds the Shepherd-ſwains advance, I 
= And Nymphs in circles round the May-pole dance: 4 
| Anon, by penſive Pleaſure call'd, he roves ; 
| By willow'd ſtreams, dark vaults, and cypreſs groves, : 
; | Where ſome fond Wretch bemoans his Laura's fate, 
|| Or love-lorn Maids their piteous tale relate: ? 
| | Now fir'd with moral Beauty's Virgin-charms, 3 
| | He flies to graſp her in his raptur'd arms; 4 
bt Clamorous in yain, the Paſſions plead their ſway, F 
$ And forge ſtrong fetters to obſtruct his way; 3 
| | He calls in Truth, and Reaſon to his aid, b 
| Burſts the vain bonds, and claſps the heav'nly Maid: f | 
| Now, now he ſoars to more ſublime abodes, C 
F | And joins the choir of Heroes, and of Gods; 3 
| | Where copious ſtreams of rapturous muſic roll, ; 
| And Hebe's hands diſpenſe the nectar'd bowl! 4 

6 | * Ih thefollowing eighteen lines, the Author has endeavoured to deſcribe $ 


the pleaſure which is felt at a free poetic hour, in compoling Paſtoral, Elegiac, 
Ethic and Lyric Poetry. 


_ Enchanting 
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Enchanting Scenes 1--=--- 
But ah! how ſoon the baſeleſs Viſion's s o'&r, 


And madding tranſports fire the foul no more! 

Down from his airy height the Bard deſcends, | 
And fancy'd Joy in real miſery ends: ; : 
Legions of Woes by turns his heart aſſail, 
Hunger and Pride, © the Patron, and the Jail;” 

This curſe to ſhun, the other curſe he tries, 

And quick to Pharoah's crouded Levee flies; 

There midſt a fawning crew, the Slaves of ſtate, 

Ignobly proud, and indigently great, 

He feeds, Cameleon- like, his hopes a- while 

On the thin diet of his Lordſhip's ſmile, H 
Then heaves a bitter pang, and quits the door, 

As famine-ſtruck, and hungry as before. 

O curs'd Eſtate! Let Him, whoſe jaundic'd Eye, 

Is dazzled with ſuch ſplendid Slavery, 

Or ere Ambition tempt his ſteps aſtray, | 

Stop, yet a moment ſtop, and think on Gay! 

Gay, who. for live-long years was damn'd to wait, 

In Soul-conſumption, on the worthleſs Great; 


* + Who, 
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ö 22 THE PERILS OF POETRY. 
j Who, as one bubble burſt, purſu'd amain 

| 'The next that roſe, as empty and as vain; 

| And found at laſt, a prey to ſad deſpair, 

) The Courtier's promiſe was but painted air. 

3 5 

| Now view the Bard, on Life's unequal plain, 


| Alone and friendleſs ſtruggling with a train 
| Of hoſtile Cares : Prudence beholds the fray, 
| And like th' unfeeling Levite turns away 3 

| 


| Dullneſs and Folly ſmile with ſenſeleſs leer, 
p And jealous Wit ſupplies a rival-ſneer : 
; From Envy's cave burſts forth a loathſome clan, 


Malice in front, and falſehood in the van; 

Detraction here her leſſening Tube applies, ED 7 
And all his Virtues dwindle from their ſize . 5 
And there, by Slander's magic lantern ſeen, 


Each venial failing wears a frightful mein! 


| Ir yet, my friend, the Muſe's faren charms = 
| Have pow'r to hold you captiv'd in her arms; | 1 | 
18 If while the bait of Fame glares full in fight, 
| Nor toils can weary you, nor dangers fright, 
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THE PERILS OF POETRY, 23 


Forgive my zeal; while I more cautious bend 3 
My thoughts on Otway's life, and Otway's end. 

Poor, hapleſs Bard ! who, form'd by Nature's care 

Of ſofter mold, than meekey'd Virgins are, 

Was doom'd beneath a Load of grief to bow, 

And feel the dire extremes of want and woe. 

Poor, hapleſs bard! Shock'd at his fate my Muſe: 

With tears the melancholy theme purſues; 

Secs him in rags, unfriended and forlorn, 

Of Pride the laughter, and of Wealth the ſcorn, 
Struggling the Wants of Nature to conceal, 
Too proud alas to beg, too juſt to ſteal, {4 

To a vile Inn with fainting Steps retire, 43 
Heave a deep ſigh---then hunger-ftruck expire! a 
Bleſt be his gentle Shade, for ever bleſt, 

Sweet Child of Sorrow, ſoftey d Pity's Prieſt; 

In whoſe mild heart each tender Paſſion dwelt, 

And taught him to deſcribe the griefs he felt! 

And Oh be mine, when Evening ſhades prevail, 
Penſive to liſten to his tragic tale, 

And feed my ſoul (as tears ſpontaneous flow) 


On all the poignant Luxury of woe: 
While 
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THE/PERILS OF. P EW 
175 Whale Houran, taught by: Nature, Fels his part, 
wings the words unerring to my | heart; eg rraph: 
F 12 Whether of * honour” s niceſt ſenſe poffeſt, " 8 T 
wring each ſecret from Monimia' s:bgaifs 251 HO a ; 
And withs the love- ſick maid; but oh too . 1 
Tom the horrours of impending fate; r 
Or treads with-$ conſcious dignity tlie ſtage, _ 
And cloaths each feature incontemptuous rage, 4 2 
While Jaffier, impotent his' {corn to brook, - '' +» f 
Auel weeps, and prays for one forgiving look; 9 = 
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* In the Character of Chamont. In the Character of Pierre. 
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